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finished and he had them tied hand and foot, he pushed them, almost
good-naturedly, and they collapsed, one after the other, and lay side
by side upon the floor, three unpleasant bundles.
c< Now then," Buell said to the five who stood staring at him,
" let's have breakfast."
The mother and daughter stood behind us, anticipating our wants
and loading our plates with more and better food than we had seen
for months; and Buell, though loudly dubious of new bread and
apple pie as breakfast for a man of his internal sensitiveness, filled
himself so full that his belt squeaked.
" So you're Tories," he said, mopping his plate with a limp piece
of new bread. " I'm surprised they didn't treat you worse. How'd it
happen they didn't tar and feather you ? "
" We ain't Tories ! " the man said. " We ain't any different from
what we've always been. We're law-abiding citizens, trying to raise
enough for us and our children. I've worked hard, and so'd my
father before me. He got along all right, and so'd I till every grave-
robber in Connecticut began to yell we were being made slaves of,
and had to fight for our liberty and our lives."
" Well, that was the truth, wasn't it ? " Buell asked.
The farmer breathed heavily, put down his knife and fork, and
glared at Buell.
His wife placed a restraining hand upon his shoulder. " Now,
Simon ! "
The farmer shook her off. " By God, I'll say it and I'll keep on
saying it, even if they kill me for it! We never had one hour's trouble
till those bug-eyed committeemen came out from Hartford, telling us
we'd got to swear, to things we didn't believe, and threatening us with
Simsbury Mines if we didn't swear to 'em. A lot of sour-faced, law-
twisting, sanctimonious skunks ! "
" Dear me," Buell said. " That's no way to talk about Patriots! "
" Patriots be damned," the farmer said. With a shaking hand he
pointed his knife at the three militiamen in the corner. " Look at
3em ! Patriots ! We never knew what trouble was till Patriots like
that began to march up and down the roa<Js ! They took our horses,
stripped our corn, ran off with our cows, stole every apple off our
trees, killed our chickens; and if you hadn't come along, these last
three would have cleaned us out of every damned thing we had left!Jl
He shot a quick glance at his daughter, looked sidelong at Buell
and lowered his eyes to his plate. The implication was clear and
horrible,
" Patriots," he muttered. " Human lice! Good-for-nothing
scoundrels and dregs 1" He looked up at, Buell defiantly. " That's